TRAMPING IN AMERICA

water springs were numerous, gushing joyously out of
the rocks, or lying quiet in shady nooks ; a^4v4tiere'
was many a tramp's camp, with tin cans ready talia'nd,
where we could make our coffee and consume the con-
tents of paper bags. This part of the country was also
exceptionally good for clothes. Summer boarders often
left clothes behind, and of what use were they to the
landladies, for no rag-and-bone man ever called at their
houses. The truth of the matter was that in less than
a week I was well dressed from head to foot, all of these
things being voluntary offerings, when in quest of eat-
ables. Brum, of course, had fared likewise, but still
retained the same pair of dungarees, which he swore
he would not discard except at the instance of a brand
new pair of tweeds. It was this pair of working man's
trousers which had caused a most regrettable mistake.
We had just finished begging at one of these small
watering-places and, loaded with booty, were on our
way in the direction of the camp which, Brum informed
me, was half a mile north of the town. When we
reached this camp we found it occupied by one man,
who had just then made his coffee and was about to
eat. On which Brum asked this man's permission to use
his fire, which would save us the trouble of making one
of our own. The stranger gave a reluctant consent,
and at the same time moved some distance away, as
though he did not wish further intimacy. While we
were gathering wood and filling our cans at the spring,
I could not help but see this stranger glaring hatefully
at my companion's trousers, and expected every moment
to hear some insulting remark. At last we were ready
and Brum proceeded to unload himself. He had eight
or nine parcels of food distributed about his clothes,
but in such a way that no one could be the wiser. It
was then that I noted a change come over the stranger's
face, who, seeing the parcels, seemed to be smitten with
remorse. In another moment he was on his feet and
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